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281. * HILE Heavy Dulneſs ſpreads her leaden. 
27 w Xe „Wg 

To While venalSenates Gwellthe pride of Kist 
END * * * While pamper'd Slaves aſſembled at a feaſt, 
Their Country ſell, to gratify their taſte 3 
While vice and folly rule the ſicken'd land; 
And ev'ry Ruler bears the Villain's brand; 3 
Shall I behold impending ruin fall; | Fo 
And tamely view deſtruQion cruſh us all; 
Tamely behold the mighty. Tempeſt burſt ; 
Curſt be the thought and doubly be accurſt 
The Wretch, by baſe, by flaviſh fears confin'd, 
Who dares not ſhew the freedom of his mind ; _ 
A 2 Who 
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Who tremble at the thoughts of Dungeons chains, 
Of Sidney's fate, or honeſt Ruſſel's pains, | 
Pains whoſe idea never can controul = 

The gen'rous rage that heats a noble ſoul; 

And prompts the Worthy Bard to call to light 
Crimes black as Hell, and darker than the night. 
This now's my taſk tho' never ſo before, | 
But Wilkes is exil'd, Churchill is no more; 
Uncenſur'd Scoundrels fearleſs paſs along ; 

Securely fin, unlaſh'd deceive the throng ; 

Rejoice that Sat yr from the Realm has fled ; 

That Wilkes is baniſh'd, and that Churchill's dead. 
But know, ye Slaves, that when the Phoenix dies, 
From his remains another Phœnix flies, 
So mighty Churchill from thy aſhes ſprings 

A Bard who, like thee, wou'd not crouch to Kings 
A Bard like thee who ſcorns to take a bribe ; 

Who like thee hates the cringing Scottiſh tribe, 
That can a Bute an Ariſtides call; 

A vile ignoble Herd of Traitors all. 

But let me firſt ſurvey my native Iſle, 

Where may be ſeen a Herd of Men as vile; 

Tho” not ſo num'rous; Lord it o'er the Realm; 
The Senate blacken, and diſgrace the Helm. 
Thee, Brutus, firſt my duty 'tis to ſing, - 


Sent here to bleſs us, by a gracious King; 
Whoſe 


NE F- 
Whoſe Fav'rite in his mighty: wiſdom, ſaw, 
That thou wert greatly learned in the Law. 
Canſt thou forget, when in thy Father's ſhop, 
A Cheſhire Cheeſe thy pillow, and thy prop, 
Thou lay'ſ revolving, on thy future fate; 
But not ſo much as hoping to be great: 
Canſt thou forget the form that then appear d; 
And all thoſe wholeſome precepts which. you heard. 
My Brute, ſhe-cry'd, my dear, my darling Boy, | 
Pride of my life; and of my ſoul the joy, 
The council treaſure, which I now impart ; 
And write my doctrine on your youthful heart; 
So, in that greaſy flannel nightcap's place, 
A mighty wig thy awful head ſhall grace. 
Go ſeek ſome vile Attorney, big with art 
To cheat Mankind, and play the Villain's part : 
Learn all the vices of the Scoundrel trade; 
Then ſeek a Patron and your fortune's made. 
The method's eaſy, find a Man in pow'r; 
A noble Peer, who from his natal hour, 
Has been Spectator to the vileſt crimes; 
Who's practic'd all the vices of the times; 
W ho'd ſtab his Monarch, and his Country fell, 


Blaſpheme with God, and: league with Fiends of Hell. * 


When his Valer, become thy. ſtedfaſt Friend, 
Shall to his Lord my Br ; 15 cc 


1 £ * 
. 0 
* 2 , : % 
- * 855 1 I: 
r 0 


\ 


t 6 1 


5 Be ſure to laber, cringe, and lick his ſhoes, 

To be his Pimp, and bring from Sodoms Stews 
A ruddy Youth, with buttocks plump and fair ; 
But firſt for thine own purpoſe make them bare. 
At laſt when, with thy ſervices well pleas d. 

Thou art thro' him to ſome high ſtation rais'd 

In dull Bœrotia, exerciſe thy parts, 

And build thy Grandeur on thy Maſter's arts. 
There to the firſt Employments ſhalt thou riſe, 
Impoſe on all, and be ſurnam'd the Wiſe. 

Well toobſerve her precepts haſt thou known 
Clearly's the truth of her prediction ſhewn 

By that amazing height on which you ſtand, 
And ſcatter Proclamation o'er the land. 

Oh! haughty Prelate, Father to an Heir, 
That luſtful Youth who lov'd a forre! mare 

Can I forget you'd rather lift a (mock 

Than be the careful Paſtor of thy Flock. 

How com'ſt thou fow'ſt ſo oft, thy tainted ſeed, 
And curſeſt Man, with thy infernal Breed. _ 
How com'ft that thou wou'd'ſt at preferment's call, 
Before the Devil and his Angels fall. 

How is't thou' rt better pleas'd to ſtuff thy maw ? 
Than to obſerve thy feign'd Preceptor's Law? 
For ſhame before thy Name and Carcaſe ftink, 
Before thou ſtandeſt on damnation's brink, 


T'ap- 
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' T'appeaſe thy Maſter and thy God begin; 


And let Repentance cleanſe thee from thy fin. 

Thou wicked Peer whom all good Men deteſt, 
Whoſe Heaven lies beneath a Harlot's breaſt, 
Thou who haſt try'd thy Brethren to enſlave; 
And build thy Greatneſs on thy Country's grave; 

Thou who haſt broken faith with all Mankind, 
In Carcaſe rotten, and depray'd in mind; 

Shall I, thro' ſervile terror, paſs thee by, 

No I will drag thee from thy filthy ſty ; 

No I will ſummon thy black deeds from Hell, 

Teach them to Babes to liſp and Boys to ſpell. 

You adulate the Great, and ſcourge the Poor, a 

Deny your Saviour, and adore your Whore, 

Thy priceleſs freedom thau haſt baſely ſold, 

And art in vice and infamy grown old. 

Hail, plump Silenus, mighty Sultan, hail ; 
Whoſe Gods are flaſks of Wine, and loins of Veal; 

Who, in the morning, go to Council drunk, 

Return at noon, and vomit. on thy Punk. 

Perdition ſeize me when I fear t' expoſe 

Thy pamper d Body, and thy purple Noſe; 

The crimes by which thou wert a Sultan made; 

The tongue with which thy Country thau'ſt betray'd ; $ 

Thy ſervile fawning and thy haughty ſtride, 

Thy meanneſs, cunning, inſolence, and pride. 


Fungus 


[8] 


Fungus thou excrement of all the vile; 
Thou peſtilential ſcourge that plagues our Ie; A 


Thou baleful weed, that in a trice haſt ſprung 
High as the Heavens from thy bed of Dung; 


Come forth, thou ſubje of my honeſt rage; 


Thou damn'd abortion of th* unhappy age; 
May light'ning blaſt thy fulminating voice; 
May thunder cruſh thee, for thy faviſh choice, 


By which impel'd you choſe to barter fame 


For curſes, hatred, infamy, and ſhame: 
Reflect, thou Traitor, on thoſe glorious days 


When all the land reſounded with thy praiſe ; 


Think on the pleaſure of Mankind's applauſe | 


When thou pretendeſt to maintain our cauſe. 


Compare thy preſent with thy former ſtate, 
And tell me which 'tis better to be great, 
Great with ten thouſand curſes on thy head, 
Thy glory wither'd, and thy honor dead, 


Or, with thy native fortune, live ſecure, 


Lov'd by the rich and worſhip'd by the poor. 
Ere you had yet convinc'd all Human kind 

Thy words were frath, and thy profeſſions wind, 
All Men were pleas' d to take thee by the hand ; 


And call'd thee Prop, and Saviour of the land. 
Ah ! as you feign'd, hadſt thou been good and brave; 


Hadſt thou 9 to be a Viceroy's ſlave; 


| 4. 
I thou, to Pow'r hadi ſcorn'd to bend the Knee; 0 
If thou hadſt had the virtue to be free; | 
Hadſt thou rejected thy, dear Purchas' d, place, 
That badge of ſhame, of flav' ry and diſgrace; * 
Hadſt thou adher d to honor's facred laws, 
 Hadſt thou maintain'd the injur d Orphan s cauſe ; 
Soon might thy wealth have equal d thy great fame; 
So ſhou d'ſt thou have preſery'd a deathleſs name; 
So ſhou'd thy worth the Poet's page adorn 
For all that live, and Nations yet unborn, 
What haſt thou got by thy infernal arts, Ts 
| Perverted talents, and miſuſed Parts? | 
What have thy 1 machinations brought about 2 "Y IF 
What but a Coach, two Courſes, and a Gut: Y 
What but a Gout, two Courſes, and a Coach, - 7% 
A poor exchange for hatred and reproach ! 
Shall I of dull rapacious Senex ſing, 
That cheating blockhead ; that unfeeling ching 3 
That Wretch of which 'twou'd ſageſt Dames perplex; | 
With nice inſpeCtion, to find out the Sex; | 
That pois'nous Toad, its honeſt Tenants curſe, 
Darker than Hell, and than the Devil worſe. 
Tes, I will of rapacious Senex ſing, 5 
That cheating blockhead, that unfeeling thing; 
That Wretchpf which *twou'd ſageſt Dames perplex, 
With nice inſpeQtion to find out the Sex; 


That 
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That | pois nous Toad, its honeſt Tenants curſe, _ 
Darker than Hell, and than the Devil wotſe ; 1 

But where ſhall I a proper tinture 1 1 * 
To repreſent the Bane of Human kind. bn 
I thank thee, Muſe, for thy propitious aid; ; 5 
You've cull'd th' ingredients and the tincture made, 
Made it of foam, ſnatch'd from the Stygian lake; 
Of poiſon, taken from th' envenom'd Snake „ 

Of Brains of Aſſes, and of croaking Frogs; 
Of Blood - hounds, Cormorants, and Spaniel Dog; 
Of Bones of Traitors to their Countries cauſe; 3 


Iſcariot's heart, and Verres' griping paws. 
Salacious Goblin, tis not thy reproach 3 
That once thy Father ſtood behind a Coach; : 


But 'tis that thou 'mongſt Whores ſhould ſpend thyliſe | 
Neglect thy Children, and deſert thy Wife; ; 


E Purſue the arts by which thy Father roſe, 


When he diſdain'd to wear a Footman's Clogs, 
Tell me, thou vile emaciated Fool, 
Art thou not proud to baa Viceroy's tool ö 


A Baſhaw's Slave, prepar d to play thy part, 


And fix a dagger in thy Country's heart. 
Gripus by no one lov'd beſide thyſelf, 
Thou who firſt brooding o'er ill gotten pelf; 


| To future Ages ſhalt be handed down 
That thou wou'd'ſt ſpit on Chriſt, for ls a crown. 
8 When 


5 11 
Wees n y'ſt rotting, in the ſilent tomb; 


1 hou who dſt rip open thy fond Mother's womb ; 27 2 
Thou who thy Father's entrails wouldſt not ſpare, & 


If thou coud'ſt. hope to find a Guinea there. 


The frighted Child, that hugs its Mother s breaſt, 8 Z 


Shall hear thy Deeds, and hearing ſhall deteſt, 


Deteſt thy deeds, and execrate thy name; 


Thy Wife's confuſion, and thy Children $ ſhame! : 


Thou than wild Savages art far more fell; 
Thou who if ſixpence would redeem from Hel 
The Human Race, condemn'd to endleſs pains, 
Wou d'ſt juſt as ſoon daſh out thy dirty brains, 
As buy Salvation, at ſo dear a price, | 
Slave as thou art to Fiends, and ſpoule t to vice! 
Ambition call'd and of his own accord, | 
Thy Monarch hearing, ſaid Ill make thee Lord; 
A Lord, you cry'd, then if deſtruction cruſh, 
And beggar thouſands I don't care a ruſh : 
What is't to me if Sixty thouſand Graves 
Ops their wide jaws for Sixty thouſand Slaves, 
Ruin'd and ſtarv'd, by Villains like to me; 
For thanks to Satan many ſuch there be 0 
Who wou' d not ſuffer half a miriute's pains, 
To ſave from Death from Tyranny and Chains 
Their hapleſs Country, and her valiant Sons; 
Their loath'd Upbraiders, and their noiſy Duns, - 


— 


You 


5 c L 


Tou, Anus, who thro various Climates roam 


And bring ten thouſand foreign vices home; 

Thy horrid Crimes TI call forth into Day; 

From boſoms where you hop'd they ſilent lay. 

In France thou'ſt learn d to fawn, to cringe, and lie, 
To cheat at cards, to load and cog the die ; 

And as you wander'd o'er Italian ground, 9 

A ſpriglitly Youth, of fair complexion, found, 

For whom, like Corydon, you felt a flame "6 
Your love, but not your fortune, was the ſame ; 
For you obtain'd the long, long wiſh'd for prize; 
And on his Buttocks caſt thy longing eyes. 
When firſt he lay extended on the Bed! 

His breeches down, his ſhirt above his head ; 
His breeches down, his ſeruples all ſubdu'd ; 
And thy fond lips to his poſteriors glew'd, 
| Canſt thou forget the raptures you enjoy'd, 

Till with exceſs of pleaſure you were cloy'd. 
Curs'd be thy damn d, thy vitiated taſte, 
Thou filthy Monſter, thou infernal Beaſt ; | 
You who than vileſt Brutes are more abſurd ; 
Who drive that Member into heaps of turd, 
That Member made for no ſuch vile abuſe z 
But form'd for wiſe, and far more noble Uſe, 
In body odious, and in ſoul deform'd, 
By not one ſingle ſpark of virtue warm'd, . 

n 7 A Poe 


That toſs d my ſoul,” and labour d in my breaſt: 


5 | A Foe to Nature's, and thy Country's law. Lge” 
That Country which thou'ſt vended for a ſtraw, 3 


A Title, which like thee is empty, vain, 

Which Pitt deſpis'd, and Perry wou'd diſdain. 
May'ſt thou to ſome unwholeſome Clime be ſent ; 
May Scorpions ſting thee, and may Waſps tenen, 


And may thy noſe by ordures be aſſail'd, 
Till to a groſs thy hands and feet be nail'd; 


That Men may learn in all ſucceeding times, 


To ſhun thy vices and avoid thy crimes. 


No longer by Satyric rage inſpir'd, 
With painting Villains, and their vices tir'd 


With joy I let the cutting weapon fall, 

Which I took up at Virtue's ſacred call: 

And ſing of Men whom truth and honor guide; 
Who bravely work againſt-corruption's tide ; 
Who, taught by freedom, fear no Baſhaw's nod; 
Who love their Country, and adore their God ; 
Who 'gainſt the Wretched never ſhut the door ; 
Who guard the Orphan, and protect the Poor; 


Who, in their native Clime, their Fortunes ſpend - 


And ne'er in vain, let Creditors attend; 


| Whoſe happy Tenants till the fertile ground; 


Who joy diffuſe, and plenty ſpread around; 


| - 


E 


on whom the bleſſings of ten thouſand wait; 


| Whoſe praiſe ten thoriſand gtateful tongues repeat; 5 
Who, ever fearleſs, Virtue's ſteps purſue; | 
Who're to their Monarch, and their Country true; : 


Who're ſtill employ'd for great and goble ends; 


We're Poets Patrons, and the Muſes. Friends: 
And, pleas d to cheriſf all the uſeful arts 
- Who've this inſcription written on their hearts, 


Thoſe, in their Country's good, who ſpend their r 25 
The Foes of Sloth, of Indolence, and Eaſe, A e 
Whate'er the ſpecies of their merit be; 


Shall find a Patron, and a Friend in me. 


. To thee, Kildare, to thee, this praiſe belongs ; 
8 Thou ſubje&t worthy of the Poet s ſongs; 


The Poet who his grateful tribute brings, 


| Who knows, and loves the Hero whom he fings, 
n The Hero who ſhall live as long as time : | 


Shall live and flouriſh in immortal rhyme. 
And when his Country s freedom ſhall decay; 


When States are ſunk, and Senates twept away; 
W hoſe Name, and mem'ry. praiſes ſhall command, 


Diffus'd, ador d, and honor d thro' the land. 
Oh! Hillſborough ! around thy ſacred Tomb, 


The Bay ſhall flouriſh and the laurel bloom; 


Whilſt who comes nigh ſhall drop a grateful tear 
And fob out Hill, the mighty Hill, lies here: 


The 


1 


The mighty Hill, che Father of the ine, 8 
Who made the Mountains and the Deſert ſmile ; 7 
' Whocloath'd the Naked, and the Hungry fed, 
Below 'd when living, worſhip'd now he 8 dead. 

Sandford th' unwearied friend of ev'ry Man 

| Attach'd to Reaſon's, and to honor's plan; 

| When thou ly'ſ bury'd, in the peaceful grave; 
The fate, at laſt, of all the Good and Brave; | 
Thy worth, thy name, thy glory, and thy praiſe 
Shall live unfaded in the Poet's lays.— 
Longford whoſe ſoul's with ev'ry virtue franght, 

By Plato, Tully, ar by Hampden, taught; | 
Who, free, with dignity, polite with eaſe, 

Art form'd, alike to govern, and to pleaſe; _ 
When thou the Good, the Noble, and the Juſt; _ 
When all thy mortal part is turn'd to duſt ; 
Thy name, tranſmitted in the Poet's page, 

Shall live in Song, and bloom in ev'ry Age. 

Friend to my Country, and the friend of truth, 

I muſt not here forget the martial Youth, 

The Youth, O Longford, worthy. ſuch a Sire; 
Whom Blakes and Ruſſels warlike Souls infpire ; 

Who pleas'd to hear the Surge, and Cannon's roar, 
Diſdain'd luxurious eaſe, and left the ſhore ; 
Left it his Country's Glory to maintain; 

To cutb the inſolence of France and Spain; 


: With 
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With Gallic blood, to tinge the Gallic tide; 


His leader Virtue, Public-love his guide; 


His leader Virtue, Public good his end; 


His Country's Honor, Ornament, and Friend. 


_ Brownlow and Perry ſtedfaſt, honeſt, ſage ; 


The Pym, and Holles, of th' unworthy Age ; 


Eternal fame, eternal praiſe, are thine; 


Unfading Wreaths around thy Temples ſhine ; 


3 Unfading Wreaths which you have nobly won, 
By razing all enſlaving Works begun; 


So oft begun, ſo often forward found, 
As often fſap'd, and tumbled to the ground 
By you, whom honeſty has always led; 


Of Knaves the ſcourge, the terror and dread. 


O Brien, French, unting'd by vice's ſtains, 


Where honor triumphs, and where freedom reigns, 


Thy Worth, Renown, Integrity, and Fame, 
Shall be th' example, and the darling theme. 

Oh! ſacred Names! Oh! Men for ever bleſs'd ! 
Fear'd by the Bad, and by the Good careſs'd; 
Whoſe Names, and Glory, evermore ſhall bloom, 
And o'er the Earth diffuſe a ſweet perfume, 
Whoever knows that you have liv'd unbrib'd, 


Shall know that SPENCER lov'd what he deſerib d; 
: The Virtue lov'd that ornaments his ſtrains ; 


And hated all who'd forge their Country's chains, 
29 JN 63 
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